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would at length appear. She did not. I ventured to In-
quire after her, I feared, she might be unwell. She was
quite well, but engaged with her confessor. I fell into one
of my silent rages, kicked the old lady's poodle, snubbed the
cavalier, and stalked away.

In the evening I was careful to be at the Malbrizzi Palace.
The Delfmls were there, but not Alceste. I was already full
of suspicions, and had been brooding the whole morning
over a conspiracy. J Alceste is not here,' I observed to the
Countess, l is she unwell ? '

'Not at all. I saw her this morning. She was quite
well. I suppose Count Grimani is jealous/

' Hah!' thought I, * has it already come to that ? Let
us begin, then. I feel desperate. This affair must be
settled. Fed by her constant presence and her smiles, the
flame of my passion could for a time burn with a calm and
steady blaze; but I am getting mad again. I shall die if
this state of things lasts another day. I have half a mind
to invite him to the terrace, and settle it at once. Let me
see, cannot I do more ? '

I mused a moment, quitted the saloon, called the gondola
and told them to row me to the Deluni Palace.

We glided beneath that ancient pile. All was dark, save
one opened window, whence proceeded the voice of one
singing. I knew that voice. I motioned to the gondoliers
to rest upon their oars.

' 'Tis the Signora Contarini,' whispered Tita, who was
acquainted with the family.

We floated silently beneath her window. Again she
sang.

' I MARKED A ROSE BEDEWED WITH TEARS, A WHITE AND
VIRGIN ROSE ; AND I SAID, " 0 ! ROSE WHY DO YOU WEEP, YOU
ARE TOO BEAUTIFUL FOR SORROW?" AND SHE ANSWERED,
" LADY, MOURN NOT FOR ME, FOR MY GRIEF COMES PROM

HEAVEN." }